OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

to quit from the Spanish landlord, ignorantly panic-
stricken with fear of infection, and a preposterous
bill for white-washing and replastering his house.
Chopin's refusal to be bled had prejudiced the
medical authorities, so the distinguished refugees
were only too glad to find lodgings in the old Valde-
mosa monastery, where, if there were plenty of
inconveniences, there was at least no little com-
pensating romance. A more dramatic retreat can
hardly be imagined than this huge pile of deserted
buildings, with its endless cells and chapels and
cloisters, and gardens high up among the hills,
screamed over by eagles and echoing with the roar
of mountain torrents and the sound of the sea. In
her book, Un Hiver a Marjorque, George Sand
has described the place and their various experiences
there in her splendidly vivid way. Here is one of ,
her pictures :

" I never heard the wind sound so like mournful
voices and utter such despairing howls as in these
empty and sonorous galleries. The noise of the
torrents, the swift motion of the clouds, the grand,
monotonous sound of the sea, interrupted by the
whistling of the storm and the plaintive cries of sea-
birds which passed, quite terrified and bewildered, in
the squalls; then thick fogs which fell suddenly like
a shroud and which, penetrating into the cloisters
through the broken arcades, rendered us invisible,
and made the little lamp we carried to guide us
appear like a will-o'-the-wisp wandering under the
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